The Hifiory ef 

It is;iny lord- 

ifot.T^zt Ro^» ihall be my throne. WclLI will hackchinj 
ftraight.jE>y^r4«ff<f, bid lead him forthinto the Parke, 
Ladj. But heareybu,my Lord. 

■Hoe^Vy’hatfayftthpU. my Lady ? 

L<«.Wbat is it carries you away S' 
i^^’f.Why.my hotfe|mjf love) my horfe. 

La.Oat you mad-headed ape, a weezcl hath not fuch a deale 
of fpleene^s y ou are toft w itli.In fayth ile know your bulines, 
Idarry, chat I will :I feare,my brother Mm'merAot\i'kyci. 
bout his title,and bach lent for yoato line his cuterpriie,bm if 
HetSo far afoot, I iTial 1 be weary Jove. ( you goe, 

X<*.Come, comc.youParraquito. anfwer mcdireftiyunto 
this queftion that I ftiall askeiin fey th i’lc breake thy littlelin- 
ger, Harry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

/f<7f Away,aw'ay,you trifler,love j I love thee not j 
I care not for thee, /C^r!r,this is no world 
To play with mammets,and to tilt with lips, 

W c muft hav e blpody nofes,aijd crackt crownes. 

And pafte them curyanttoo r godsme my horfe. 

What feiftthou Kaie^hit woulds thou have with me? 

X<*.Doeyounot love meSdoe you not iadeede 

Welljdoc not then ? for (ince you love raenot, 

I will not love my felfe. Doe you not love me ? 

_ Nay,tell me,if you fpeakeit jeft, or no ? 

H(?r. Come,wilt_tlTouiecmeride ? 

And when I am a horfe-backc, I wil 1 fweare, 

I love thee iuHnitely . But harke you Kate^ 

I muft not haveyou henceforth queftion me 
Whither I goe : nor reafbn whereabout ; 

Whither I muft, I muft : and to conclude. 

This evening muft I leave you, gentle Kate, 

I know you wife, butyet no ferthe wife, 

ThQuYiarry T^ercies wife. Cnnftant you are. 

But yet a woman,and for fecrccy. 

Nay Lady clofcr, for I will beleeve. 

Thou wilt not utter what thou doft not know : 
Andfofer willl trdi thee, gentle Kate, 
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Henry the BoattKf. 

X 4 .HoW.fo far? 

Hcf.Not an inch further ; but harke you Kate, 

Whither I go, thither iliall you goe too .* 

To day will I fet forward • to morrow you : 

Will this content you 

X4.It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Eemer prince, and T*ojnes, 

Pr#.iVtfLpretheecomeoutofthatfetroome, and lend me 
thy hand to laugh a little. ^ 

7 oy. Where haft becnc, ^’4// ? 

Pi-in. With threeor fourc Logger-heads,amongft three or 
foure-fcore Hogs-beads.I havefounded the very hafe firing of. 
Humility .Sirra, lam fworn brother to a lealhiofDrawers,and 
can call themallby their Cbriflian names, as 7w», £>fc^,and 
Franch take it. alread upon their lalvalion, that though 
I be Prince of Wales I am the King of Courtefie, and tell 
me flatly,! am not proud lacks like lcaifiafe>^Vit 3 .Corinthian^ 
a Lad of metall,a good Boyf by the Lord lo they call me)and 
when I am King . of England, 1 ihalV command all the good 
Lads in Safi~cheapiXhey call linking dcepe,dying Scarletj& 
when you breathe in your watring,they cry hem, and bid you 
play itoff.To conclude,! amfb good a proficient in one quar- 
ter of an houre,that I can drinke with any Tinker in his own 
Language during my life.! will tell thee, Med , thou haft loft 
much honor, that thou wert not with me in this aeftion : but 
fweet Med, to fwceten which name of Ned, I give thee this 
penniworth of Sugar ,clapt even now into my hand by an un- 
derskinker,one that never fpakc other Englipa'xst his Ufo,then 
8 ftiil lings, and <J pence, and T m are welcome, \fs\th. this fhrill 
addition, anon fir^kfire apint ^laflardintheijalfmoon,^ 
orfo.But to drive away timetil Talfiajfe come,l prethee 

doe tlim ftand in Lome by-roome, while I queftion my puny 
■DrawCT,to what end he hav£ n e the Sugar, and do never 
leave calling pr4«cif ,that Ws talc to me may be nothing, but 
Anon : ftep afidc, and i’le fhew thee a prcfcnt. 

“jPoines. Francis. 

Prince Thou art perfeift. Polnes.Yrancie. 

Tr<*/».Anon^non lirjlookc down into thepomegranatjPa//# 

« 55 * P rince. 


